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husband, and the other officers who had
accompanied them, and our anxiety on their
behalf increased every hour.

It took a long time to get all the wounded
on to the grass outside. Mr. Brackenbury
was moved first. Poor lad! he begged so
hard to be left in peace where he was, and
the moving caused him terrible agony. One
by one all the poor fellows were helped out.
until only a few remained. I gave my arm
to one of these, and we were going out
through the cellar door, when we were met
by four Kahars, carrying someone back
into the hospital. The moonlight shone
down upon them as they came, and lit up
the white face of him they carried, and I
saw that it was Mr. Brackenbury. The
movement had killed him, and he had died
on the grass outside a few seconds after
leaving the cellar. Better thus than if he
had lived a few hours longer to bear the
pain and torture of our terrible march; but
it made one s heart ache to leave that young